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Chapter Forty

We Can Work It Out

That night, the Beatles played their last live performance for an American audience during that trip.  As Ed Sullivan himself attested, they played to yet another record-breaking television audience, but the success of that second live performance belied the chaos that was taking place behind the scenes.  The late-running first performance gave way to second show seating problems, and over two hundred ticket-holders were refused entrance to the hotel’s Napoleon Room where the show was being hosted.  Outside in the lobby and parking lot, scores of Beatle fans wandered restlessly, hoping to just get a glimpse of their idols.  The situation was virtually out of control.  Fortunately, the boys were oblivious to the madness taking place on their account.

After the last show, the Sullivan performers were feted by the management of the Deauville Hotel, though mostly everyone there was interested primarily in the long-haired English quartet who’d been the cause of so many ruckuses.  Under strict orders from Brian, Katie and Cynthia were permitted to attend the party, providing they kept a low profile and their distance from their men.  Keeping these orders in mind, the two women sought out a familiar face in the crowd.  At Cyn’s urging, they walked over to the table where Neil and Mal were seated and joined them.

Across the room, George was in the midst of giving an impromptu interview when he spotted Katie.  He watched as she followed Cynthia across the room and saw Neil stand and smile at the girls, pulling out Katie’s chair and inviting her sit.  With increasing agitation, he looked on, taking in the way the two chatted easily and laughed often.  Anyone watching would think they were a couple!  Abruptly, he turned to the interviewer, saying, “Excuse me,” and walked quickly toward the table.  Taking the chair on the other side of where Katie was sitting, he made a show of putting his arm around her, and, smiling widely, exclaimed, “Hello, baby girl!  Ya look gorgeous!”  Then, he bent toward her and kissed her fully on the lips.  Sitting back a bit, he gave a single nod toward Neil, “’lo, mate.”

“Hello, George.  Great show as always,” Neil responded, but the smile had faded.  He knew what this was about.

George turned and greeted Mal and Cynthia, complimenting Cyn on her new dress.  Nervously, Katie whispered, “George!  Brian said --”

“Brian can fuck off!” he snapped quietly.  Forcing a smile again, he said more sweetly, “Sorry, luv…but you let me worry about Brian, okay?”

“Umm…okay,” Katie replied uncertainly.

The rest of the evening, George stayed by Katie’s side, and no amount of Brian’s dirty looks would move him.

John and Cynthia retired to their room as the party started to wind down, but the other three decided to hit the clubs again.  Much to Katie’s dismay, Paul insisted on returning to the Peppermint Lounge – a choice strongly encouraged by Murray Kaufman.  They had only been in the club ten minutes, when, just as she’d feared, the busty blonde bimbo was back and fawning all over George.  Still smarting from the business with Katie and Neil, George did nothing to discourage the woman’s attention, choosing instead to flirt with her quite openly. All but entirely ignored, Katie tolerated as much as she could bear before choosing to get her own back.  

Waiting until George and the blonde were on the dance floor, she approached Neil, “Hey, handsome, wanna dance?”

“Ah, sure…,” but Neil wasn’t sure…not at all….  Following Katie’s eyes to where George and the blonde were dancing, he quickly caught onto the game she was playing.  Resigning himself to the game, he took her hand and led her out on the dance floor.  

They danced to two and a half songs – one more past what George and the blonde danced to.  The third song was a slow one.  Katie stopped, not prepared to push it, and ready to tell Neil she’d had enough dancing for the time being.  When she looked over at George, though, she saw the blonde sitting in his lap, ruffling his hair with her perfectly manicured fingertips.  Katie’s heart pounded against her chest as she fought the urge to burst out in tears.  Instead, she stepped closer to Neil, and, much to his surprise, threw her arms tightly around his neck.  Then, pressing her body closely to his, she started swaying in time to the music, leaving Neil’s thoughts in a frantic muddle….  

Oh Christ!  It’ll be me job fer sure!  If not, me fuckin’ life!  Still, ya fool, it’s yer chance to show Katie who the better man is.  Sure, she’s just playing ya now, but it may be the only chance ya get.  Ya can always get another job, mate….this may be yer only chance to get Katie….  

Tentatively, he slipped his arms around her waist - pushing George from his mind, pushing the Beatles from his mind, pushing his job from his mind – and gave himself over, basking in the feel and warmth of her body.  

With her head resting against Neil’s chest, Katie hazarded a glance at the table where George was sitting with the blonde in his lap.  An involuntary gasp escaped her lips when all she saw was the empty chair.  Raising her head, she looked around the dance floor – they weren’t there – she looked over at the bar – no sign of them.  Where did they go?  She stopped dancing and dropped her hands to her sides…there was no point continuing if George wasn’t there.  

She looked up at Neil, and asked, “Do you mind….?”

“No, no…of course not,” he said happily, although his heart was breaking.  He, too, saw the empty chair.  He escorted her back to the table.

Taking a seat, she spent the next several minutes trying to nonchalantly find out where George had disappeared to.  None of the three Beatles nor Mal or Murray seemed to know where George had gone.  Noticing the blonde’s friend sitting and talking to Ringo, Katie tried to see if she had any idea where the two might have taken off to.  

“Oh, did your friend leave?” she asked breezily.

The woman looked around the club, “Hmmm…I dunno,” she shrugged and went back to talking to Ringo.  Katie’s heart sunk.  Oh God!

By the time George finally came strolling back to the table several minutes later, Katie had worked herself up into a near frenzy.  While he was still several feet from the table, she saw that the top three buttons of his shirt were undone, and his tie was askew.  His long hair was tousled, and, given the way he was weaving as he walked, he was obviously drunk.  Seeing Katie looking at him, he grinned crookedly and walked around the table to take the seat next to her.  With his arm around the back of her chair, he moved in to kiss her, but she turned her head away.  When she turned back toward him, about to ask him where he had been, she noticed several stains on the collar of his shirt.  Leaning closer to better see in the dim light, she saw the unmistakable evidence of lipstick.  Slowly raising her eyes to meet his, she saw his confusion give way to understanding…and panic.  His expression was as good as any admission of guilt.  

“How very cliché,” she said dryly.

“Kate – Katie, it’s not what ya think, luv,” he pleaded.  Christ!  Why the fuck does this keep happening!  In fact, he was telling the truth…it wasn’t what she thought.  George had miscalculated when he tried to incur Katie’s jealousy by flirting with the blonde.  While Katie was still on the dance floor with Neil, the blonde had jumped into his lap and wouldn’t move.  He’d no choice but to leave her be for a bit or toss her on the floor.  In retrospect, he rather wished he’d tossed her because, before he could stop her, she’d tried kissing him.  With an eye on his girlfriend dancing not twenty feet from where he sat, he pushed the blonde away.  Taking this as a challenge, she wrapped her arms around him and started kissing his neck, smearing her lipstick all over his collar in the process.  Finally, he yelled, “Stop it!”  Embarrassed and angry, the blonde stood and called him a “prick” before stalking out of the club.  A short while later, seeing that Katie and Neil were still dancing, George got up and headed to the men’s room.  That was where he had been when Katie looked up and found him gone….but George knew there was no way she was going to believe him now.

Katie stood and grabbed her purse.  “I’m going home,” she said evenly.

Bolting up from the chair, George replied nervously, “I’ll go with you.”
She turned and faced him. Keeping her voice even, she explained, “No George, you don’t understand.  I’m going home…to Illinois.”  Before he could answer - and before he could stop her - she removed the emerald ring from her finger and held it out to him.  “Here, take this…I don’t want it.”

He felt sick inside.  Holding his hands up, he stepped back from the ring in her outstretched hand.  “No, Katie…Oh Christ, please, don’t do this…c’mon…,” he pleaded plaintively.

Not wanting to make a scene, she slipped the ring into her purse.  Her voice quivering, she told him, “This isn’t the life I want, George.  You know, you might ask yourself….all of these women….why do they chase after you and the others? If you were just a nameless guitar player from Liverpool, would they be even half as interested?  But I loved you long before I knew who the Beatles were, George!  I fell in love with you…not a Beatle!”  The tears started to come then, and she turned and walked away.

George stood in shock and watched her for a second or two before he went after her, calling her name.  He caught up with her outside.  Running to jump in front of her, he grabbed her arms to hold her in place. “Katie…don’t go, please….”

“Let me go, George!” she struggled to escape his grasp.

He wrapped his arms around her, “Never!” he hissed fiercely.  “Katie…I love you!  You know that!  You have to!”

In a flash, her emotions exploded.  Pulling back, she slapped him hard across the face.  “You can’t fucking have it both ways, George!  I deserve better than that!  Even Neil says so --” she stopped, realizing her mistake too late.

George’s expression gave way to a sneer.  “Neil. Bloody fab!  It’s him who started this whole fucking mess to begin with, Katie!”

She took a step closer.  “Neil didn’t make you snog that woman, George,” she accused heatedly.  “…that was all you!” 

“I didn’t!” he cried, back on the defensive.

“Oh please!” she rolled her eyes derisively.  “You did that and more probably!”

“More?!”

“Yes, George, more…or where were you when I was on the dance floor?  You were gone, and so was she!  Do you think I’m stupid?”

“Yes!  I do,” he snapped angrily.  “Especially if yer just going to go about throwing accusations at me without even bothering to ask!”

“I don’t see that there is anything to ask, George,” she said more calmly.  “She was in your lap, then the two of you go missing, then you come back to the table looking a mess, with lipstick all over your shirt!”

“I was in the loo, Kate!” he cried desperately.

“Yeah, doing what exactly?” she asked sarcastically.

“Taking a piss!” he yelled in exasperation.

They stood staring at each other, at an impasse.  Katie looked away.  “I don’t believe you, George.  I wish I could.  I want to, but I can’t.”

“Katie…,” he threw his hands in the air helplessly, tears welling in eyes.

Just then, the door opened and Ringo walked out with his arm around the blonde’s friend.  “’ey Georgie,” Ringo grinned drunkenly. “Katie, alright?”

“Boy, George, is Sandy pissed off at you!” the girl giggled.

“Really.” George replied disinterestedly.  Then, suddenly realizing just what she was talking about, he perked up and repeated in a different tone, “Really?”  Looking at Katie, he asked, “…and just why is Sandy pissed off at me..er…?”

“Sheila, silly!  Don’t you remember? My name is Sheila!”

“Yeah, sorry…Sheila?”  George smiled oddly.

Looking from George to the auburn-haired girl, Sheila looked confused.  “You know, George!  Coz of what you did!”

“And what did I do…exactly?”

“Uh…,” she looked at Katie again, then shrugged and continued, “…you shoved her off of you when she kissed you.  She came back, you know….she’s in there now, as a matter of fact, and man, is she cheesed off…. she says you flirted with her and led her on all night, George, then just threw her away!  Jeez, what were you drinking?”

“Thank you, Sheila,” George said quietly, all traces of a smile gone from his face.  “G’night, Ritch….g’night Sheila.”  His eyes never left Katie’s.

Ringo and Sheila looked at each other in bewilderment.  Giving a shrug, Ringo said, “Goodnight then.”  The couple walked up the block and got into a waiting taxi.

Finally, Katie broke eye contact.  “I’m sorry,” she whispered.

George just nodded.  After several seconds, he walked over to where she stood, and opened the purse that hung from her shoulder.  Reaching inside, he withdrew the ring, and closed the purse. Slipping the ring back on her finger, he held both of her hands in his, and looked into her eyes, then pulled her into his arms, and held her.

Katie blew a shaky sigh. “This is getting tough,” she whispered.

“Yeah,” George agreed.

They stood together like that for a while longer before George quietly said, “Let’s go home.”

With Monday came four blissful days that allowed the boys to do nothing but rest and relax in the warm Florida sunshine.  Katie was looking forward to spending a good part of this time alone with George.  Also, she was pleasantly surprised to discover that Murray Kaufman had to be back in New York that night.  She disliked the pushy disc jockey and the way he’d insinuated himself into the boys’ life.  Even they mocked the way he frequently referred to himself as “the fifth Beatle.”

The quarrel with George the night before had left Katie shaken.  Although they didn’t talk any further about the incident, in her heart, she knew that she had been sincerely ready to leave George.  She was grateful that Ritchie came walking out with that girl when he did, otherwise, she might never have known the truth...or believed it, anyway.  The experience taught her an important lesson about playing mind games, but it also reaffirmed all of the fears she held about the ways that “Beatlemania” could come between her and George.  One thing she knew for sure….things had to change.  The trouble was, she didn’t know what had to change or how to go about changing it.

Shortly after Louise left the room that morning, George came in, looking very disgruntled.  “We have to get a new room,” he told her.

“Why?” she asked.  “I thought Murray was leaving.”

“He is,” George replied.  “…but Buddy is taking his bed!”  “Buddy” was Sergeant Buddy Dresner of the Miami Police who served as the boys “roving security officer.”  He accompanied them when they went out, and made sure that they were all accounted for and safely in their suite at the end of the day.  Further, it was he and his family who had treated the group and their entourage to a bar-b-que at his home.  Everyone liked the friendly policeman, including Katie and George, but the couple had anticipated having George’s room to themselves when they wanted it.  Since the room on the seventh floor had only been booked until the day of their original departure, they were now left in need of a room where they could meet privately.

“Oh no!” Katie half-laughed, half-groaned.  “Will it be a problem getting another room?”

George thought for a moment.  “Nah, I shouldn’t think so.  I’ll put Neil on it straight away.”  At the mention of Neil’s name, George quickly glanced at Katie.  Noticing this, it occurred to her that the issue of Neil’s crush – and George’s jealousy - wasn’t behind them quite yet.
“Well, just let me know where and when,” Katie said with a grin as she went and slid her arms around George’s neck.

“I will,” he answered with a quick kiss on her lips.  “In the meanwhile, let’s get some brekkie, I’m fair-starved!”

“You’re always starving!” she teased.  “For the life of me, I don’t know how you stay so thin with all you put away!”

George grinned mischievously, “Envious, are ya?”

She swatted his arm playfully going out of the door.

As George and Katie joined the others for breakfast, Paul entered the suite accompanied by a young colored man he introduced as “Etienne.”  Paul explained that Etienne was a reggae musician from Jamaica and that they had met at a club where the Jamaican was playing.  

“Have ya ever heard reggae music? It’s incredible! ” Paul gushed enthusiastically.

“Perhaps ya can play us something later, eh?” John suggested gamely as the two young men sat down to breakfast.

“Ah, tenk you, I’d be mo’ den happy to!” Etienne agreed in his musical accent that the boys got a genuine kick out of.

After breakfast, Brian surprised everyone with an announcement that Buddy arranged for the group to borrow a house on a private island for their use during the remainder of their stay.  They would be able to lie by the pool, swim, water ski, snorkel…whatever they wanted….and all with welcomed privacy.  Within the hour, everyone was set and ready to go.  

The entire group traveled to Star Island in two vehicles.  Fortunately, it wasn’t a long drive.  When they pulled into the circular driveway, they marveled at the sheer size of the house, but their excitement increased ten-fold when they saw the luxurious interior and the lanai with its outside bar and large in-ground pool surrounded by several cushioned lounge chairs. They acted like a bunch of kids at day camp.

“This one’s mine!” Ringo called, laying out on a lounge under an umbrella.  John ran and jumped into the pool, clothes and all, soaking poor Cynthia who was standing next to the edge.

Grabbing Katie’s hand, George’s eyes grew bright as he pulled her into the house and down the hall.  Opening several doors to the bedrooms, he found the largest one and pulled her inside. “This one’s ours!” he grinned.

“What about Louise?” Katie laughed.

“Ah, let her find her own!”

“No,” she giggled.  “What will she say?  We can’t just take a room together like this!”

George thought for a moment.  “Okay, so it’s yers!  I’m sharing a room with – he quickly considered all possible combinations - Ringo!”

“Won’t Louise be suspicious when she finds I’m not rooming with her?”

George laughed.  “Katie, have you heard how many bedrooms are in this house?  The place is a sodding mansion, fer Chrissakes!  Nobody has to share with anybody, really!”

Katie gave in.  “Okay, okay!”

With a leer, George grabbed her around the waist and pulled her to him.  “So…what are we waiting fer?”

“George, when they said we could borrow the house, I don’t think they meant we could have sex in their beds!” Katie laughed.

But George had already locked the door, pulled the drapes, and was stripping off his clothes.  “C’mon, girl!  Get those clothes off!” he ordered with a grin.

“Jesus, George!  Show some decorum, huh?”

“Eh?” he looked at her in confusion.

“Never mind!” she laughed as she slipped out of her sneakers and slid her shorts off, followed by her t-shirt.  Standing by the bed clad only in her underwear, she looked at it warily.  “Are you sure this is okay?  I mean, using someone else’s bed is well…it’s weird, is what it really is…but --”

Before she could finish her thought, George yanked back the covers, and, picking her up, tossed her down on the bed.  Climbing on top of her, he kissed her deeply, pressing his body down upon hers.  “It’s fine,” he whispered in her ear as he expertly unhooked her brassiere, slid the straps down her arms, and tossed it aside.  Leaving a trail of tiny kisses and nips across her neck and throat, he made his way down to her breasts.  Caressing one breast with his hand, he took the nipple of the other into his mouth, teasing it with quick little flicks of his tongue.  In the back of her mind, Katie wondered at the urgency of his touch, but pushed all questions aside as he skillfully manipulated her body’s pleasure zones.  

Sliding down her body, he hooked his thumbs on either side of her panties and stripped them off in one fluid movement.  He parted her legs further, licking and nipping the sensitive flesh of her inner thigh, coaxing her anticipation when she felt his hot breath between her legs.  Feeling his hardness against her leg, she arched her hips invitingly, aching for him to just take her.  Shifting his attention from her thigh to her clitoris, he traced tiny circles around the hardened bud with his tongue, and feeling for her wetness, thrust two fingers inside her, making her cry out with pleasure and surprise.  She could feel the wet trail of pre-ejaculation on her leg, and knew he was already close.  

Pulling himself back up her body, he drove his cock deeply inside her, causing her to gasp aloud. He plunged into her repeatedly with such force, it took her breath away and allowed his crotch to slam against her swollen clit, making her writhe beneath him in ecstatic agony.  The fervency of his lovemaking bordered on violent, but spoke to that primal part of Katie that longed to be taken by the man she desired.  Clutching the hair at the back of his head, she sunk her teeth into the soft flesh at the base of his throat, and, arching her back, climaxed with an intensity that left her weak.  As he felt Katie’s orgasm build, George grew closer to his own.  His balls tightened, and, uncertain he would be able to keep from coming before her, he slowed his rhythm, but feeling her teeth at his throat took him by such surprise, he came quickly and powerfully, almost waiting too late to pull out from her, moaning her name as he climaxed.  

Afterwards, the lovers lay together, spent and sweating, but blissfully fulfilled.  Katie had discovered what men and women had known for generations before her….there was nothing better than sex after an argument.  

By the time Katie and George had showered and rejoined the others out on the lanai, the group had made plans to head down to the beach.  Buddy had arranged to borrow a speed boat from the owners, and the boys accepted an offer to learn how to water ski.  Laying out on the lounge, Katie watched George affectionately.  I really do love him!  She thought to herself with a smile.  From seemingly out of nowhere came the unbidden, unwelcome thought, Yes, but less than twenty four hours ago, you were ready to leave him!  She winced at the memory of standing in the club, removing her ring, and handing it back to George.  It scared her to think of just how close they had come to breaking things off for good, and she found herself wondering just how long the mania would continue to threaten their relationship….how long she’d have to watch and worry about other girls.  No, not girls…women.  Insensible now to the conversation taking place just a few feet from her, Katie tilted her head at the thought.  That’s a big part of the problem, isn’t it?  I’m a girl, but they’re women!  

“’ey Kate, we’re going down to the boat, are ya coming?” George called to her.

“I thought she already had!” John said wryly, prompting Etienne to almost spit out the drink he just sipped.  
That’s because he’s the only one here who isn’t sick and tired of that same stupid joke! Katie thought irately.  She smiled and gave John the finger.

“Oh aye…promises, promises.  Yer just a tease, Kelly!” he taunted back.  “Oi, is that a love bite, Kate, or did ya burn yer neck with yer hot curlers again?” he continued, enjoying his new audience as the Jamaican musician laughed along.

Katie just shook her head in surrender.

“Ah, leave off, John!” George laughed.  “What do ya say, baby girl?  Yer joining us?” he called to her again.

“Nah, I’ll stay here and relax for a while.  I might walk down later though, okay?” she answered.

“Yer sure?”

“Yeah, I’m sure!”

“Alright then,” George conceded, sounding a bit disappointed.

A short while later, Katie was alone in the house. She headed out to the car to bring in her bag, but noticed that all of the bags had already been brought inside and were lined up neatly along the wall in the sitting room.  Finding hers and George’s, she brought them into the bedroom they had used earlier.  Dropping the bags at the foot of the bed, she stood staring at the rumpled covers, blushing madly at the memory of her wild wantonness a mere hour or so ago.  Giggling at her silliness, she quickly remade the bed and unpacked the clothing from both of their luggage.  Those tasks seen to, she went about her executing her plan with determination.

Sitting on the edge of the bed, she thought about what she should do first.  There was her hair to do...make-up to apply…polish to paint on the nails of her fingers and, since she’d be wearing sandals, her toes…and finally, her clothes…something had to be done about her clothes.  Once she thought of it, she wondered at the fact that she hadn’t thought of it earlier….a makeover seemed to be just the thing she needed.  Gazing at her ring, she contemplated the plan.  

The problem, as I see it, is that the women chasing my George have the unfair advantage of age over me….they’re “legal” – I’m not!  There’s nothing much I can do about not being older and more sophisticated, but there is something I can do about looking older and more sophisticated….about making myself look more like the kind of girl a pop star would be with.  

“No one is going to mistake me for anything less than George’s girl again!” she said aloud with conviction.  
Rising from the bed, Katie went to the closet, and surveyed the garments hanging there, weighing her options.  Which one of these dresses or skirts would make me look older…sexier?  Unfortunately, the sixteen-year-old’s wardrobe provided slim pickings.  In resignation, she settled on a deceptively plain-looking sleeveless yellow-print, button-front cotton shift that had the one advantageous quality of being quite form-fitting, accentuating her curves in all the right places.  That choice made, she moved on quickly, knowing she hadn’t much time until the boys returned.

Kicking off her Keds, she slipped out of her shorts and tee shirt and into the dress.  She grimaced at her reflection in the mirror.  Nah, it’s just not working!  She tried unfastening the top buttons on the dress…the first one…then the second…then the third…  She was exposing far more cleavage than she ever dreamt of showing before, and studied the result.  Biting her lower lip, she thought nervously, Is this too obvious?  Second-guessing herself, she went to refasten a button or two, but stopped.  No!  If people are ever to see me as a “woman,” I have to be able to dress like those women….the women who flock around the Beatles…. “Yeah, the flocking women the Beatles notice!” she deadpanned aloud to her reflection, cracking a small smile at her even smaller joke.

Next, she slipped off the rubber band that held her hair back in a pony tail, wincing in pain as it caught and tore several strands of hair in the process.  Running a brush through her hair, she let it hang down loose.  She struggled to back-comb the top of her hair, but the fine strands rebelled against her attempts to tease them.  With a sigh of exasperation, she gave in and allowed her hair to fall naturally.

Her dress and hair decided, she turned her attention to the make-up.  She opened the copy of “Vogue” she had brought from her hotel room.  Smiling wistfully, she recalled how Neil almost missed the flight because he ran to purchase it at a news-stand in the airport terminal…and all because I’d merely mentioned there was an article I was interested in reading. Poor Neil…I’ve used him badly!   Sighing, she pushed all sad thoughts from her mind and tried to focus.  Using the photos in the fashion magazine as her guide, she spent at least thirty minutes carefully applying and reapplying her make-up, choosing colors in the palette that she usually avoided and using lots of tissues to wipe away her many mistakes.  She looked in the mirror and appraised her reflection, grimacing at all the freckles that exposure to the Florida sun had brought out across her nose and on her cheeks.  Much to her frustration, foundation and cover-up did little to conceal them.  When she had finally finished, she sat back and surveyed her work.  The effect was startling, especially in full daylight.  Not being one to wear make-up regularly, it felt to her as though her application was quite heavy.  But this is exactly how those girls wore theirs….  Shrugging, she continued her transformation.  

Going to her suitcase, she slid her hand in one of the side pockets and withdrew several bottles of nail polish.  Considering the colors, she chose “Cherry Bomb Red,” a color she’d purchased at Jeanie’s urging, but never wore, opting instead for lighter shades of frosted pinks and peaches.  Not being at all adept at applying nail polish, it took her a while to paint the nails on her fingers and toes.  By the time she’d completed the task to her satisfaction, she saw that she had less than an hour before the boys said they’d return.  Careful not to smudge the wet polish on her fingernails, she picked up the magazine again and leaned back against the headboard of the bed, flipping through the pages while her nail polish dried.

A half-hour later, she gingerly checked the polish.  Finding that it was no longer tacky to the touch, she stood up from the bed and went to the closet, removing a pair of white, strappy heeled sandals.  She’d only ever worn them once before, finding them terribly uncomfortable, despite the way they flattered her legs.  She’d only packed them from her home closet in case she went anywhere semi-formal while in Miami.  From now on, though, she’d resolve to tolerate discomfort for the sake of sexiness.  Once more she checked herself from head to toe in the full length mirror.  Smiling, she thought, Let them mistake me for a ‘little girl’ now!  Before leaving the bedroom, she went to the dresser and picked up the bottle of Chanel George had sent her from Paris the previous month.  Liberally dabbing her pulse points with the scent, she headed out to the lanai to wait for George to come home.

Walking through the living room, she spied a half-empty pack of cigarettes lying on the coffee table.  She thought they might have been George’s, but wasn’t sure.  All of those girls were smoking!  I swear, that blonde must have been chain smoking just to get George to keep lighting her damn cigarette!  Deciding to give it a try, she went over to the table, and, picking up the pack, shook one free.  That’s funny!  I didn’t think any of the boys rolled their own cigarettes.  Still…it’ll do.  Going into the kitchen, she found the box of wooden matches.  Striking the match, she lit the tip of the cigarette, pulling without inhaling - just enough to get the tip glowing red. Having successfully lit the cigarette, she blew out the match and tossed it in an ashtray.

Outside, she sat on one of the two white wooden Adirondack chairs and practiced smoking while she waited.  The first inhalation of the pungent smoke sent her into paroxysms of coughing that left mascara-laced tears rolling down her face.  Once she’d caught her breath, she reached for a tissue in her pocket and wiped at the make-up smears.  Jesus, these are strong!  They don’t even smell the same…I guess they must be British cigarettes, but I don’t remember them smelling quite this bad!  Committed to her new image, Katie braced herself and tried again, inhaling a bit less smoke this time.  The cigarette was making her feel somewhat lightheaded, but she felt so proud that she had succeeded in pulling it off, she easily dismissed any concern about it.

“A drink!” she said aloud, snapping her fingers.  Getting up, she sauntered to the outdoor bar and considered what sort of drink she should have. George had gotten her drinking scotch and cokes when she did drink alcohol, but, something about those women swirling their drinks in stemmed wine and martini glasses struck her as looking very sexy and adult, so she opted for a glass of burgundy.  Carefully sipping from the glass, she was pleasantly surprised to find that while she didn’t much like it, she also didn’t find it repulsive. Holding the wine glass the way she’d seen the women holding theirs, she leaned against the bar, and took a drag off her cigarette, striking a variety of poses that she thought would make her look “sexy.”  She tried to imagine the look on George’s face when he came back and found her propped seductively against the bar decked out in her new look.  

Spotting the chaise lounge, an idea formed.   Hey, I bet I’d look even more inviting if George found me reclining on that lounge!  Precariously, she tottered in her heels as she walked over to the lounge chair, trying not to spill the wine that sloshed threateningly near the rim of the glass.  Setting the wineglass on the table, she plopped down and stretched out, repeatedly taking pulls off the cigarette as she considered the best pose for maximum enticement and effect.  Several minutes later, she chose one that she believed would be sexy without being overt and remained alert for the boys’ arrival. While she waited, however, she nervously continued to sip from the wineglass.  Leaning her head back, she tried to discern shapes in the puffy white clouds above. It was then she noticed… she was feeling good….really good!  

This was a fantastic idea!  Why didn’t I think of it sooner? George will be blown away!  For some strange reason, the idea of George’s reaction sent Katie into a fit of uncontrollable giggles, causing her to drop the cigarette on the ground – which only caused her to laugh harder.  As she leaned over to retrieve it, she spilled the wine from the glass she held in her other hand, and she laughed even more.  The realization that she had no idea what she was laughing at made her laugh all the more.  And that’s how the boys found her as they passed through the sliding glass doors and out onto the lanai.

“Eh….what’s so funny, Kate?” John asked with a confused smile at Cyn, who returned the smile with a shrug.

“I-I don’t…,” she couldn’t finish the sentence.  The more she tried to stop laughing the harder she laughed.

“Y’alright, luv?” Ringo asked, clearly amused by the spectacle.

“Katie….how much of that wine there have you had?” George asked with a laugh as he strode purposely to her side.

She could only shake her head.  She had fist pressed against her mouth, but her body convulsed with silent laughter as, once again, tears caused her make-up to trace dark rivulets down her cheeks.

The three Beatles and Cynthia looked at each other in helpless amusement as Neil, Paul, and Etienne walked out to join them.

“What’s this?” Neil asked with a giggle, pointing at Katie.

A perplexed George went to answer, but could only shrug.

“Say, Angel-face!  What’s so funny?” the Jamaican asked in a booming voice that rang with its usual good-humor.

Katie only shook her head again as she uselessly wiped at the smeared make-up.

Etienne peered closely at the cigarette still burning between her fingers.  His smile faltered a bit as he asked, “Hey, what you got there, little girl?”

Walking over to where the girl sat, he crouched beside her and gently plucked the cigarette from her hand.  “Oh, no!” he smiled as he confirmed his suspicion.  “You be toking, sweetheart?”

Katie, trying in vain to stop laughing, nodded her head, thinking that he had asked her if she’d been smoking.

Etienne looked up at the six faces smiling uncertainly at him and gave a laugh.  Turning back to the girl, he added, “Well, next time, little one, you might want to share dis wit someone else.  Dis be too much of a good ting for such a little girl!”

“Eh?  What’s that, then?” George asked, still smiling, but clearly confused.

Etienne covered his smile with his hand, replying, “It’s da weed, mon!”

“It’s what?” George asked.

Understanding dawned on John and he, too, started to laugh.  “Bloody hell, Kate!  We can’t leave ya on yer own to cross the road, can we?”

“What?  What is it?”  George asked again, looking from John to Cyn to Ringo, who only shrugged.

“It’s marijuana, George!  Yer girl here has been smoking the ‘herbal jazz cigarette’!”  John said with a laugh.

“WHAT?!”  George shouted with a half-laugh himself. Smiling, Etienne nodded in confirmation.  “Katie, what are ya doing smoking a reefer?” he exclaimed with a laugh.

“I-I didn’t…know,” she managed to answer before she was taken over by another spasm of laughter.

“Oh no!” George heard Neil say softly behind him.  

“’ey, Neil, would ya fix her some coffee?”  George asked without turning around.

Neil hesitated only a moment.  “Yeah, of course,” he answered, and he headed back into the house.

George walked over to Katie and took the glass from her hand.  Setting it on the table beside her, he took the napkin Cynthia offered.  Holding her chin in his hand, he gently wiped the make-up from her face.  Still smiling, he shook his head, saying softly, “Silly girl!  What were ya thinking?  Didn’t ya realize it didn’t even smell like tobacco?  Ya should be glad that Lou went shopping…or else she’d have both our heads!”

Between hiccups of laughter, she slurred, “Well, you said your cigarettes taste different than American ones do.  I just thought it was British.”

“No, darlin’, it be Jamaican!” Etienne interjected, eliciting laughter from the group.  Standing, he took a long, deep drag from the remnants of the reefer before snuffing it out in the ashtray.

“Drink?” Ringo offered.

“I never say no,” Etienne replied.  

“Sounds good,” Paul replied amiably.

“I’m just going inside to bathe and change,” Cyn said.

John just nodded, and the three young men walked over to the bar, leaving George and Katie alone.

As George continued to clean Katie’s face, he scolded, “An’ what’s all this on yer face, eh?”

“Make-up!” she answered brightly.

“Make-up?  Since when do you wear all this rubbish on yer face?” he asked with an indulgent smile.

Katie’s smile faded.  “I just wanted to look…older.”

“Older?!  Why?”

Feeling suddenly very self-conscious, she shrugged in response.

“No, Katie.  Tell me why,” he insisted, already suspecting the answer.

“Those women make me feel like more of a kid than I already am, George!  And I’m tired of people treating me like I was someone’s kid sister or something!  I guess I thought that if I looked more like those women, then you wouldn’t be so embarrassed to have people know…who I am.”

“What?!” George asked in surprise. “Katie….do you really believe I’m embarrassed to have folks know that yer my girl?”

Confusion and the effects of the marijuana clouded Katie’s thinking.  She knew George was expecting her to answer, but she had trouble remembering the question.  “Ummm…George?”

“What, luv?” he spoke tenderly, brushing a stray curl from her cheek.

“Oh….” she groaned.

“Kate?” George bent to look into her face worriedly.

“Uh….” she wore a look of uncertainty.

“Katie, luv?”  he pressed.

“Uh-oh…,” she uttered ominously.

“What is it, baby girl?”

In one heave, Katie violently retched with just enough time to lean over the lounge chair before vomiting at George’s feet.  

She could hear John and Etienne cheering and applauding, but the sensation of the ground spinning left her with little time for mortification.  She felt her stomach clench again, and, gripping the armrest of the chair with both hands, hung her head over the side.  

She felt George sweep her hair back from her face and hold it in one hand while he gently rubbed her back with the other.  

She heard him calling softly “Ritchie, would ya give us a glass of water and a wet cloth, mate?” 

Katie rested her head on her knees, grateful for George’s kindness, gentility…and strong stomach.

“George?” she murmured.

“What, baby?” he asked as he placed the cool cloth at the back of her neck.

“I want to bear your children,” she mumbled into her lap.

He laughed softly. 
“Hey George?”

“Yes, luv?”

“I love you.”

“I love you, too, baby girl.”

